I plant this pine, Cybele's favourite,
so that all men may read your dignities,
where in the trunk our names and love's are writ,
that growing with the growing bark increase,
You fauns, who through my native pastures flit,
weaving your goat-foot measures on the leas,
watch by this pine and have such care of it
that summer may not blast nor winter freeze,
And shepherd, when thy flock dodrhither rove,
upon thine oaten reed an eclogue fleeting
some annual proof indite for all to see,
who pass, of my sweet sorrow and my love,
And pour out milk and a lamb's blood, repeating,
" This ground is holy, Here is Helen's tree/'
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